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smell of the plums and the leaves and the rich, exuding earth
in his nostrils.

He was completely devoted to Charmian. With Nakata
they took a driving trip behind four spirited horses through
the wilds of Northern California, Oregon and Washington.
She was still game for any adventure, rode and swam and
sailed with him, played the piano and sang for him, typed
his manuscripts and took dictation on his mail. He also
maintained friendly relations with Bessie, going to the house
in Piedmont several times a month to visit the children, play
with them, take them to the theatre or the circus. Bessie told
newspaper reporters, "Mr. London is doing all he possibly
can for his two daughters. He loves them devoutly. He
comes here often to see them when he is in Oakland, and
they consume hours playing and talking together. They
love their father and there is no reason why they should not.
There is no bitterness in my heart toward him. In doing for
the children as he is, he is doing for me far more than he
can realise." There was always a touch of the tragically
noble in Bessie Maddern's character.

Flora, with the encroachment of old age, was growing
more erratic than she ever had been in the early days with
John London. Despite the fact that Jack had bought her the
house in which she lived, that he had put Mammy Jenny
into it to look after her, and sent her a fifty-five-dollar
cheque every month of his life, she went about to her
neighbours in Oakland telling them that Jack London wasn't
supporting her, that she needed money to live on, and
wouldn't they buy the home-made bread she was about to
go into the business of baking? Profoundly distressed by
such callous treatment of an ageing mother by a wealthy
and famous son, the neighbours signified their willingness
to buy a loaf of home-made bread daily. Flora then bought
a stove and began baking. The story was quickly spread by
word of mouth, and Oakland was horrified. At his wits' end
to know how to control his mother, Jack wrote her the most
patiently tender but pathetic letter he ever penned. "Dear
Mama: I just want to give you the figures and reasoning in